Exile
Volume 39

Number 1

Article 7

1992

Shadows of Pearl
Travis Brady
Denison University

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.denison.edu/exile
Part of the Creative Writing Commons

Recommended Citation
Brady, Travis (1992) "Shadows of Pearl," Exile: Vol. 39 : No. 1 , Article 7.
Available at: https://digitalcommons.denison.edu/exile/vol39/iss1/7

This Article is brought to you for free and open access by the English at Denison Digital Commons. It has been
accepted for inclusion in Exile by an authorized editor of Denison Digital Commons.

Shadows of Pearl
r was

standing in front of my canvas, eyes glazed over in response to my

efllPty head. Behind the easle was a glorious picture of morning. The aged oak

t11at hovered over the back yard sent jumping shadows of leaves across the dewy
reenery. Every day had been like this for somewhere around two weeks. Every
!orning I tried to get up and paint it. But, just as I reached for the tube of Pearl
White, my hand moved to the left and gripped the almost empty Daylight Onyx. It
was a color of black that shined. It couldn't be dulled . As I squirted a dollop
directly onto the rough white surface, my brush began to mash into the oily paint.
1 wanted more on the surface. Much more. The paint had to erupt off of the
white, so that any observer would want to touch my painting. My hands began to
rnove faster. The process now began taking over my body as if in the heat of any
love the body's instinct houses all the action. Now there was a red the color of
flashing street lights that possess dark places, places of horror. The brush slipped
onto the floor as the finger tips of my left hand caught all the red of the picture
under my nails. To mix with this and the speed that was building with every
movement the color of blue, the Picasso blue, slashed against the red. The image
of sadness, of dull things left behind ...

Yes Ben. You can go over to Tucker's house today. Are you sure you wouldn 't
rather come on home with your sister? OK, well, just have his mom call if anything
is wrong. Otherwise, I'll be by around 6:30 to take you home. What do you usually
do outside there that you can 't do here? I know they have more woods around their
house ... but what about that Mr. Clarense? Is he crazy? Do you see him? Mrs. Bruce
says he walks around in the driveway. What does he do in that driveway?
Around noon I stepped back from my painting still in my boxer and bare
chested. I stepped back all the way into the kitchen finally placing my butt down
on one off the pickled wooden chairs. It was a mess. The colors were meshing
and moving it seemed, but not together. Where was the harmony? I had used the
tube of Pearl White. In the far right corner of the large rectangle was a faint glare
of the white. Now that the sun had changed positions with the day, so too it
played across the rise and fall of my paint. The white canvas was masked by a
choking of hills and valleys. One beam of the light fell on the hint of pearl. It was
a faint image of a rope . It was tied to nothing and made nothing. I didn 't
remember brushing it on there. I sat in the chair for what I think was over an
hour. The red and blue battled each other but then sometimes they were purple.
Different purples. Near the rope the purple was the deepest. I guess it had more
blue and red concentrated about the Pearl White. But the white did not come
from the purple, the purple came from the white.

Hey Ben, you want to play guerilla warfare today? Let's make the boundaries
my yard and Mr. Clarense 's yard. That 'll work. I 'll take his yard, you can have
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mine. No climbing in the trees though. You 're a better climber than I am. Stay
the brush. Here, let me wipe some dirt on your face. Will you put some on mt
Mom 'II be pissed. Oh hell. Hey, watch out for metal things. Don 't let the sunlight
'em . The glare will give you away.

I sat on my back porch as the sun was setting and the street light was sta ·
to glow fakly, unnaturally. The yard was filled with large rectangular paintin
They were the colors of the setting sun. But not the peaceful one, maybe
setting of a nuclear age. The dust of the horizon shooting wands of aged hues.
took so long to dry in the humid air. It was as if I had created my own landsca
against one that does not need to be re-created. The real natural is ideal.
landscape was a wasteland.

Ben ... BEEENN/ Overhere, The tree. Mr.Clarense.
This isn't the game. Run.I Where are you? Ben?
The hot sleep not holding me under. The rope is what keeps me there.
purple of the face concealed by the white, the pearl white of the noose. Not ti
in the shape of a cartoon. The body dancing in the wind no longer.

Tucker says, Mom don 't look. A yell. A scream. Kids, get out of here.I Oh my, I
saw him in his driveway this morning, pacing, but the tree, kids get out of here!
The sun behind the tree in my dreams. This tree used to be climbed, by me.
Mr. Clarense has washed over in black. The shiny black of onyx. The black of
oxygen withheld. His eyes used to be brown, I think. I awake to sit straight up in
bed, the midnight mirror in front of me. My eyes are open.
-Travis Brady '93
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